perhaps we had pulled in to the opposite side of the island.
We got out of the small boat and walked along the quay.
Suddenly we were standing in front of a war monument
and to my surprise Katsimbalis began to laugh. "Pm
crazy," he said, "this isn't Spetsai, this is Ermioni—we're
on the mainland." A gendarme came over and spoke to
us. He recommended us to go to the other side of the
island and there catch a small boat for Spetsai. There was
a rattle-trap of a Ford Which served as a bus waiting for
us. It already had six passengers in it but we managed to
squeeze in anyway. As we started off it began to rain. We
went through the town of -Kranidion at lightning-like
speed, half of the car on the sidewalk and the other half
in the gutter; we made a sharp turn and descended the
mountainside with the engine shut off. The car was fall-
ing apart and the young pig on which our feet were rest-
ing was squealing like a flea-bitten lunatic. When we got
to the little port of Pottochelli tlfe rain was coming down
in torrents. We waded through mud ankle-deep to get to
the tavern at the waterfront. A typical Mediterranean
storm was raging. When we'inquired if we could get a
small boat the card-players looked at us as if we were
crazy. We said—"after the storm blows over." They
shook their heads. "It will last all day," they said, "and
maybe all night." We watched the storm for an hour or
more, bored stiff by the prospect of remaining here all
night. Wasn't there some one, wejnquired, who would
take a chance when the storm abated a bit? We let it be
known that we would pay double or treble the usual
tariff. "By the way," I asked Katsimbalis, "what is the
usual price?" He inquired of the bar-keeper. "A hundred
drachmas," he said. If we were to pay three hundred
drachmas that would be handsome. Three hundred
drachmas is about two dollars. "You mean that some one
would be foolish enough to risk his life for two dollars?"

